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Pericles privet •f’ljre* 

When whit is dene is like an hipocritc. 

The which isgoocl in nothing but in fight, 

If it be true that I interpret talic, 

Then were it certain? you were not fo bad. 

As with foule Inccft to abufe yousfoulc s 
Where now you both a lather and a tonne. 

By your vnumcly 
( which pkafures fits an- 
An<i fhe an eater of her mothers flcfn, 

By the dtfilintr. of her parents bed. 

And both like ferpents are, who though they feed 
On fweeteft flowers, yet they poylon breed 
Antioch farewell, for wifedome fees thofe men 
Blufh not in sflions blacker then the flight. 

Will fliew no couvfe to keepe them from the light; 
One finne [I know] anothor doth prouokc ; 
Murders as Htcre to loft, as flame to (moakt i 
Poyfon and treafon are the hand* of finue, 

Land the Targets to put off the fhame, ■ 

Then leaft mv life be crept to keepe you deatf. 

By flight lie £huu the dinger which I lute. 

Enter Antieehnt. 

Anti. He hath found the meaning, 

For which we meanc to haue his head, 

He muft not but to trumpet for h my infawy, 

Nor tell the world,. Anttee bfo th Ann* 

In fuch a loathed mannejj ,-w 

And therefore ioftamlylhie Prince muRdis, 

For by his fall, my honour muft keep* hie# 

Who attends vs there? 

Enter TUlutrd. 

Th*L Doth your bighnefle call? 

A»ti. Thatiard you ate o' ©a r Chamber, 

And our mitide peruke j her priuate *&mas 
To y&ur fecrefie * and for your faUhiuUuic 
We will aduance you Thmnrd ; 
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Ter teles Trinee of Tyr&« 

Behold, heir’s psyfpn and beer’s gold. 

We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou muft kill him, 

It fits thee not to aske the tealon why ? 

Becaufe we bid it ? fay is it done ? 

TUI. My Lord , tis dope. 

Enter 4 (JMejftvgtr, 

^Enough. Let your breath cooleyoutfelfe, telling your 
hafte. ' 

Meff'. My Lord Prince V triclct is fled. 

Ant, As iheu wileliue flyeafcerAnd likeaa arrow diot from 
a wellexprrient Archer hitts the markc his eye doth leuell it :fo 
do thou nenr r rctume , vnkffe thou fay ,Prince ^Pericles is dead. 

TUI, M’y Lord, ifl ce» get him within my piftols length, He 
make him fure enough : fo farewell to your highnefle. 

Ar.t. Tbabard tditUy till Pericles be dead, 

My heart can lend no fuccour to my head. * vrf • 

-Enter Pericles with hit Leris* 

Per. Let none diP'nbe vs : 

Why (hould this change of thoughts* 

The Ld companion dull-eyde melancholy, 

By me lo vfed , agueft asnptanboure, 

In' the dayes glorious walk.e or peacefull night, 

The toombe where grie fc ftjouw fleepe, can breed me quiet, 
Here pleasures court mine: yes, and mine eyes (nun them, 

And danger which I feard, is at Antioch, 

Whofc arme feemes farre too fhort to hit me here, 

Yet neuer pleafurcs art can ioy my fpirits, 

Nor yet the other diftance comfort me .• 

Then it is thus, that paflioss of the minde. 

That hane their firft conception by mif-dread, 

H. ue after nourifhment and life by care • 

And what was fii ft but fcare,wh»t might be done, 

Grown elder now, and cares it be not done. 

And fb with me; the great Antiechus, \ 

Gainft whoml am to little to contend, 
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